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that he is going to do. The tone of his letter is frivolous,
from which I conclude that he is well. He will return to Paris
in a month.

A fortnight ago I made a little trip to Lower Normandy,
where I have found at last a neighborhood suitable to place
my two good men. It will be between the valley of the Orne
and the valley of the Auge. I shall have to return there several
times.

Beginning with September, then, I shall start that hard
task! it makes me afraid, and I am overwhelmed by it in ad-
vance.

As you know Switzerland, it is useless for me to talk to you
of it, and you would scorn me if I were to tell you that I am
bored to extinction here. I came here obediently because they
ordered me to, for the purpose of bleaching my face and calm-
ing my nerves! I don't think that the remedy will be effica-
cious; anyhow it has been deadly boring to me. I am not a
man of nature, and I do not understand anything in a country
where there is no history. I would give all these glaciers for the
Vatican Museum. One can dream there. Well, in three weeks
I shall be glued to my green table! in a humble refuge, where
it seems to me you never want to come!

CCLXXX.    To GXJSTAVE FLAUBERT

Nohant, 6th July, 1874
(Yesterday, seventy years.)

I was in Paris from the 30th of May to the 10th of June,
you were not there. Since my return here, I have been ill with
the grippe, rheumatic, and often absolutely deprived of the
use of my right arm. I have not the courage to stay in bed:
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